PATCHWORK                                           "B"
"Have you any children?" asked Mrs. Hedges,
tactfully. "Yes, three/' answered Mrs. Peters.
She almost sighed, but just managed to check
herself. "Three. They are all in England, of course.
Two boys and a girl. We haven't seen them for five
years. Our little girl was only three when we left
her. She will have quite forgotten us."
I couldn't help looking at Mr. Peters to see if the
mention of his children had softened that gleaming
eye at all. It had not. "My wife had the opportunity
of going home a year ago to see the children," he
said; "she preferred to stay out here with me."
Poor little gentle woman, I thought. How could
such a little mouse stand up to those hypnotic eyes?
I pitied her deeply. She was obviously born to be
a mother first and foremost, and here she was, so
long as life should last, forced to be the helpmate of
a fanatic missionary. She talked about her children
during the rest of the meal, and became quite lively
and happy-looking by the end of it. Mr. Peters
occasionally made some remark apropos of his
missionary work, in a deep booming voice; and they
both left immediately after dinner. Mr. Peters was
going to give a magic-lantern lecture to some
Hindu students. We all got quite uneasy when he
said grace. He said it aloud, with long pauses
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